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And prefently. 

Wooer. She would have me fing. 

DoBor. You did To? 

Wooer. No. 

‘Deft. Twas very i.I done then. 

You (honld obferve her ev’ry way* 

( Wooer . Alas 

lhaveno voice Sir,toconfirme her that way. 

‘Do&or.Tkit's allone,ifyee make a noyfc, 
Iffbeintreate againe,doe any thing, 

Lye with her if (he aske you. 
lay lor. Hoa there DoBor. 

DoBor. Yes m the waie of cure. 
lay lor But firft by your leave 
I’lh way ofhoneftie, 

‘DoBor. That’s but a nicendfe, 

Ney’r cafl your child away for honeftic; 

Cure her firft this way,thcu iffhe-e will be honeft. 

She has the path before her. 
lay lor. Thanke yet DoBor, 

DoBor. Pray bring her in 
And let’s fee how (hee is. 

lay lor. J will, and tell her 
Her P alamort flaies for her : But DoBor, 

Me thinkes you are i’th wrong ftill. Exit lay lor. 

DoB. <3oe,goe ; y ou Fathers ate fine Foolessher honefty? 
And we (hould give her phyficke till we finde that : 
Wooer.. Why, doe you thinkc (he is not heneftSir t ■ 
DoBor. How old is (he? 

Wooer. She’s eightecne. 

DoBor. She may be. 

But that’s all one,tis nothing to our purpole. 

What ere her Father faies,jfyou perceave 
Her moode inclining that way that I (poke of 
Vidci : icet,thej?4y<?/ you have me. 

W, 90 er. Yet very well Sir, 

DoBor. Plcafe her appetite 
And doe it hoinCjit cures her tffo facte, 
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The melleacholly humour that infers her, 

mocter , You’l finde itfo ; (he comes, pray honour her. 
jaylor. Come, your Love Pdamon ftaies for you childe, 
a nd has done this longhoure,to vifiteyou. 

Dauchter.l thanke him for his gen ie pauence. 

He’s a kind Gentleman^nd I am much bound to him, 
p lt l you nev’r fee the horfe he gave me ? 

Jaylor. Yes. 

<paajrb. How doe you like him ? 
lay lor . He’S a very faire one , 

Diugh, You never few him dance? 

Jaylor. No. 

*j)AHgh. I have often. 

He daunces very finely,very comely, 

Andforaligge,comc cut and long taileto him, 

HetutnesyehkeaTop. ■ 

Jailor. That’s fine indeede. 

jjaftrh. Hee’l dance the Mortis twenty mile an home: 

And that will founder the btft hobby-hoife 

(Ifl have any skilDinall the pari(b. 

And gallops to the turne of Light a’ love. 

What thinke you of thishorfe ? 

Taylor. Having ihefe vertues 
I thinke lie might be broghttoplay at Tennis. 

Daugh. Alas that’s nothing. 

Jaylor. Can he write and reader oo. V 
Dauoh. A very faire hand, and cads himfelte th accounts 
Of all his hay and provender .'That Hoftler 
Muft rife betime that cozenshim ; you know 
The Cheftnut Mare the Duke has ? 

Taylor. Very well. ■ v . ' ■ 

2 laugh. She is horribly in love with him,poorc beau. 
But he is like his mailer coy and fcornefulh 
Taylor^ What dowry has (he ? 

Daugh . Some two hundred Bottler, 

And twenty ftrike of Oates, but hee’l ne’re have her-; 
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